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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy - as always. And to Ang for the Ice Hotel idea and Lia for helping - er - flesh it out so to 
speak. And yes - I'd love to know what you think :) 


"What?" Red-faced, Bruce leapt to his feet. "Bloody marvelous! Just fucking wonderfull" Everyone else gets two 
days off and | get to go play nice with more fucking press?" Slamming his chair back under the table, Bruce 
stormed over to the window and stared out, his jaw clenched as he continued his tirade. "I fucking understand 


that it's part of the responsibility of being the fucking front man, but fuck" 


Steve leaned back in his chair, inclining his head at their long-suffering promo manager, grinning as he scuttled 


from the room as if his arse was on fire. Waiting until the door closed, Steve sighed. "Bruce." 


"What?" Bruce spun, his eyes still full of anger, his body rigid with restrained fury. "What Harry? And spare 
me your obligation speech! | know it's what | have to do but | bloody well could use the time more 


constructively than flying off to some two day stint of interviews and bullshit and.. fuck" 


Steve felt his own temper starting to rise, his eyes narrowing as he struggled to maintain an even Tone. 


"Bruce, sit yer arse down and listen to me." 
"Fuck you Harry! And where will you be? A quick flight home? Off to Portugal for a couple days?" 
Steve jumped to his feet, the chair crashing over. "No you fucking cunt! l'm going too!" 


Bruce opened his mouth, shutting it with an audible snap as Steve's words sunk in. "Oh." Pulling a chair out 
from the table, Bruce sat down, his face contrite as he looked at the irritated bassist. 


Steve shook his head, righting the chair and retaking his seat. "Now you fink we can talk about this wifout the 


screamin?" 


Bruce nodded. "Sorry Harry. | just, well it didn't sound like much fun flying off and dealing with shit while 


everyone else..." 

I'm not ‘appy about it meself Bruce, but it ‘as to be done y'know." 

Bruce sighed, scratching his finger over the table. "| know Harry. So when do we leave?" 

Steve stood, gathering the papers on the table in front of him into a pile. "Right after the gig tonight." Heading 
for the door, he stopped and turned back, the smug grin back in place. "Oh an' Bruce? Bring warm fings, yer 
gonna need 'em." 

Bruce groaned, dropping his head on the table. 


Showered and ready, Bruce headed out to the car, handing his bag to the driver and sliding into the back seat. 
Dropping his head back, he closed his eyes, swearing loudly when a finger poked him in the ribs. Turning his 
head, he glared at Steve. "Was that necessary?" 


Steve smiled, poking him again. "Move yer arse over Bruce." 


Bruce shifted over, giving Steve room to slide in next to him. The heavy door closed behind him, the outside 
sounds cutting off abruptly. Steve leaned back, closing his eyes and settling into the seat with a tired sigh. 


One eye cracked open as a finger ran up his thigh. "Bruce. Wot are you doin'?" 


Bruce grinned, his finger dipping between Steve's legs and dragging over the denim. "So where exactly are we 


going?" 


Steve shifted, grunting softly as the finger moved higher up his inner thigh. "Bludi ‘ell if | can say - Jukka 


somefink." Giving in to the gentle pressure of Bruce's finger, Steve spread his thighs. "We don’ haf time fer 
this Bruce. We're goin’ to the airport." 


Bruce leered at Steve, cupping his hand over his crotch. "Fancy joining the mile high club?" 


Steve grabbed Bruce's hand, setting it back on his leg. "Already ‘ave mate." Crossing his arms over his chest, 
he closed his eyes again, the grin on his face widering as Bruce muttered several curses. The same eye 


cracked open, quickly shutting as Bruce turned to look at him. "Did you say somefink Bruce?" 


Bruce snorted, turning his head and staring out the window as the car pulled away from the arena. "I said 


you're a dick Harris." 
Steve laughed. "Good fing you like dick then innit?" 
Bruce spun around in the seat, unsure of how to take the comment. "What do you mean by that?" 


Steve sighed, opening his eyes and turning in his seat to face the singer. "Nofink Bruce. Stop finking everyting | 


say means somefink different than wot it is." 
Bruce chuckled. "| do that don't |?" 
Steve nodded. “Every bludi time | open me mouf" 


Bruce placed his hand over his heart. "| do hereby promise that from now on, | will stop taking everything - or 
everytink - that Harry says the wrong way." Bruce tried to scramble away as Steve made a grab for him, 
getting him a headlock and throwing his weight on top of Bruce, both of them ending up on the floor of the 


limo as they wrestled around. 


Steve roared as Bruce grabbed a handful of hair, pulling his head painfully back. "You fuckin’ arse! That 'urts!" 
Bruce laughed, using the distraction to wrap his legs around Steve's waist, locking his ankles and holding him 


there. 
‘Oh come on Harry! Where's your sense of..bloodyhellthatfuckinghurts!" 


Steve's laugh was pure evil; his hand giving Bruce's balls another squeeze. "Open yer legs and stop crushin' me 
ribs." Bruce unlocked his legs, letting them drop to the floor. Steve grinned down at him, his hand still holding 
him firmly. "Now, back on the seat and try to act like you ‘ave some bleedin sense." Releasing his grip, Steve 
sat back, letting Bruce scramble back up onto the leather, throwing himself into the corner and scowling. Steve 


climbed back up and sat beside him. 


The rest of the ride was made in silence, neither man speaking until they were boarding the plane. Bruce took 


the seat by the window, edging over as Steve sat down next to him. 


"Bruce." Steve again poked him in the ribs, laughing at the murderous glare Bruce turned on him. "Same fing | 


tell me kids, yer gonna be sorry if it turns to stone like that" 
Bruce snorted. "The way my balls feel right now nothing will be turning to stone for quite a while." 


Steve raised an eyebrow. "Fink not?" Steve looked around before leaning closer. "Wot if | tell you there's no 


press? That this is all to get away wif no one around?" 

Bruce's eyes widened. "No press? This is all your idea?" 

Steve grinned. "No press." 

"So this is just so we can..2" 

Steve nodded. "Right." 

"But you said..and they think.how are we going to explain it when there are no interviews from this trip?" 
"We'll just say the bloke was an arse and we ended up tellin’ im to fuck off." 

Bruce grinned. "Why Harry, you mean lie to everyone?" 

Steve laughed, lowering his voice and leaning back over. "Would you ‘ave me tell everyone | brought you up ‘ere 
to suck me dick?" Steve gave another quick glace around before leaning even closer, his breath washing over 
Bruce's neck. "Or to fuck you?" 

Bruce's fingers dug into the arms of his seat. "No, that would probably not be what everyone wanted to hear." 


"Then we tell ‘em as little as we can" 


Bruce grinned, his good mood suddenly restored "So you're saying we have two days with no one around? To 


do...whatever?" 


Steve nodded, fastening his seat belt and leaning his seat back. "Right. Now, fink you can sit still for a bit?" 
Turning slightly in his seat, Steve crossed his arms and closed his eyes. 


Bruce smirked, his eyes studying the man next to him. "You get some sleep Harry. You're going to need it by 


the time we're done." 


Steve motioned to Bruce to follow him as they left the airport. Bruce shivered, drawing his jacket tighter 
around him. "Its fucking cold Harry!" 


Steve laughed, heading for a car parked at the curb. "Of course it's cold Bruce. It's winter and we're in Sweden" 


Bruce snorted, practically diving through the open door of the car and into the heated air. "Yes, but..whaf?! 


We're where?" 

Steve climbed in after him, waiting until the door closed. "Sweden" 

"And we're in Sweden why? You couldn't have picked someplace warm Harris?" 
Steve sighed. "Bruce." 

"What?" 

“Shut up." 


Bruce snorted, looking out the window as the car pulled out. He jumped, letting out a cross between a yelp and 


a shout when Steve pinched his cheek "For fuck's sake Harry! What was that for?" 

Steve laughed. "Yer kind of cute when you pout Bruce.” 

Bruce stuck his tongue out at Steve. ‘Im cute when | don't pout as well” 

"Yer an arse is wot you are Bruce" The sting was taken out of Steve's words by the smile on his face. Bruce 
looked at the panel separating them from the driver before suddenly swinging around and straddling Steve's 


legs. 


"Speaking of arse.." Bruce leaned his head down, brushing his lips against Steve's, letting out a low groan as 
strong hands grabbed his hips and pulled him forward. 


“Orny bastard." 


Bruce rolled his hips, rubbing his crotch against Steve's. "You try going three weeks watching you onstage and 
not getting a chance to do anything except wank." 


Steve snorted, tangling his fingers in Bruce's hair and pulling his head back, nipping at his throat. "Wot you fink 
| been doin'?" 


Bruce raised an eyebrow. "Why didn't you come to my room then?" 
Steve shrugged. "Why didn't you come to mine?" 


"Because just once Harry I'd like to have you make the first move!" Bruce rose on his knees and swung his leg 


back over, turning and sitting on the seat. 
"Bludi ‘ell don't start this shit again Bruce. | fixed it so we could come up ‘ere didn't |?" 
Bruce nodded, biting his lip. "You did. And I'm appreciative of that Harry. It's just...” 


The car glided to a stop. The door beside Steve opened, effectively ending the remark Bruce was saying. Steve 


slid from the car, nodding to the man holding the door and waited for Bruce to emerge. 


Bruce stepped from the car, muttering about the cold. Stopping beside Steve, he looked around, his jaw 
dropping. "What the..?" 


Steve grinned. "It's ice. And snow." 
| see that Harry! Are you out of your sodding mind?" 


"Oh come on Bruce. | fought it would be fun" Steve headed for the door, looking back over his shoulder at 


Bruce. "Well come on, before you freeze." 
Bruce shook his head, frowning as he followed the bassist. "Is this what | think it is?" 
"Wot do you fink it is?" Steve opened the door, standing aside and letting Bruce in first. "Its a ‘otel” 


"The Ice Hotel?" Bruce trailed behind Steve to the reception desk, muttering under his breath. 


"Yeah it is. Wot Bruce? Do you wanna turn round and go back?" Steve's eyes darkened, his irritation starting to 


show. 
Bruce shook his head. "No Harry. It's just - why here?" 


Steve turned away without answering, the line of his back rigid as he walked to the desk. Bruce sighed, 
wandering over and looking out the window as he waited. You're getting what you wanted Dickinson, he's making 
the first move. And a bloody impressive one at that. So shut up and fucking enjoy it. Taking a deep breath, Bruce 


grinned at Steve as he crossed the room. Steve's eyes narrowed, the expression on his face unreadable. 
"So everything ready?" 


With a nod, Steve pointed toward a young woman heading toward them. "We ‘ave to get some fings and then 


she'll show us where we're goin." 


Bruce turned his smile up a notch, noticing that while the woman smiled back. Steve's expression didn't change, 
remaining stoic as they accepted the bundles from the hotel employee and followed her back out into the cold 


to one of the rounded domes. Opening the door, she ushered them inside, giving them another smile as Steve 


declined the mini tour. With a wish for a good night, she left, leaving the two of them alone. 

Bruce fought a rapidly losing battle with himself, looking around at the walls made of snow, the seats made of.. 
and the bed... Steve sighed, knowing from the expressions flitting across Bruce's face another tirade was going 
to start any moment. Finally, Bruce cleared his throat, his voice quiet. "Harry." 

"Wot?" 

"The bed." 

"Yes Bruce, the bed wot?" 


"It's ice" 


Steve groaned, setting everything down on one of the ice chairs. "Yes Bruce. Jus’ like everyting else ‘ere, it's 


ice and snow. People kip on it all the time." 

"| don't care! Its ice Harry! Fucking ice!" 

Steve shrugged, sitting on the bed. "It's not bad Bruce." Running his hand over the furs on the bed, Steve 
started to laugh, small chuckles at first turning into a loud snorting belly laugh, complete with tears running 
down his face. Bruce ground his teeth, his lips set in a thin line. 


"What. Is. So. Fucking. Funny. Harry?" Each word was spit out, venom laced and dripping with sarcasm. 


Steve wiped his eyes, trying to catch his breath. "Bludi ‘ell Bruce, | don't fink I'll be able to tell where these 
stop and you start!" 


Bruce threw his hands in the airs, turning and stalking over to the window. "Funny Harris. In fact, maybe you 


should try a new career as a fucking comedian 


Still laughing, Steve stood up and walked over to Bruce, putting his arm around his waist. "Worse than a woman 


when you get yer knickers in a twist” 


Bruce twisted away, rounding on the dark haired man. "Well, in that case Harry, guess who's sleeping on the 
couch tonight" 


"For fuck's sake Bruce! Wot do you want? Flowers? Sweeties? A bludi poem?" 
Bruce snorted. "How about a little consideration and caring Steve?" 


The silence was deafening for several moments, finally broken by a snicker from Bruce. 


"That sounded really stupid didn't it?" 
Steve snorted. "Keep saying fings like that and tm goma start calling you Brucilla" 
"Just don't expect me to shave my bloody legs 

Steve grinned, "Ow about yer back?" 


Bruce growled, grabbing Steve around the waist and trying to throw him to the ground, Steve countering by 
twisting his body and getting Bruce in a headlock. "Tryin' to get yer arse kicked again?" 


Bruce swore, slipping an arm between Steve's legs and lifting him off the ground, staggering backwards and 
dropping them both onto the bed. "Grab my nuts again Harris and see what happens when my teeth get near 
your dick!" 


Steve flipped him over his hip, rolling with him and ending up on top of Bruce. "And see wot ‘appens when you 
fall asleep and | put that cock ring on and you wake up stuck to the bed!" 


Bruce grunted, pushing up with his legs and flipping them both again. "You wouldn't!" 

Steve laughed, playfully rubbing his knuckles over Bruce's head. "Bite me dick and find out!" 

"Stop that you fucking twit! I'll have a bald spot like Davey if you keep it up!" Steve cracked up, Bruce joining in 
a scant second later, both men laughing until what little breath they had was gore. Steve shook his head, 
shifting his weight until he was stretched out on his side, leaning over Bruce. 

"Look, if you don't want to stay then we'll leave. | just was finking that no one ‘ere is gonna fuck wif us an it 
would be fun" Bruce reached up and pushed back the heavy fall of hair. As always, Steve could see the rapid 
calculations going on behind those chocolate brown eyes, weighing the pros and cons. 

"I know you went to a lot of trouble to do this Harry, and I'm not being very considerate of that am |?" Bruce 
wiggled on the pile of furs, that very familiar wicked grin starting to slide into place. "And it is rather 
comfortable for being bloody ice.” 

"Bruce." 

"What Harry?" 

"Shut up." 

Bruce opened his mouth to let out another snarky comment, changing it to a groan as Steve lowered his head 


and pressed his mouth against Bruce's. Bruce's hand tangled in the long auburn locks hanging over him, his 


mouth parting to allow Steve's tongue to enter, softly stroking over his. Steve's hand worked its way under 


Bruce's jacket, his fingers rubbing Bruce's stomach and up to his chest, the contact burning the skin even 


through the material of his shirt. 


Bruce's free hand slid down Steve's back, cupping his arse and running his fingers down the seam of the jeans 
nestled in Steve's crack. Deepened breathing filled the room, quiet sounds of moans and soft sucking kisses as 
Steve shifted his weight, rolling on top of Bruce. Bruce parted his legs, groaning into Steve's mouth as their 
crotches pressed together, one leg lifting to wrap around Steve's thigh. 


Steve slid his mouth away from Bruce's, licking his jaw and down onto his neck, finding the pulse under the skin 
and sucking, giving it a sharp nip before rasping his tongue up and taking the lobe of Bruce's ear between his 
teeth. Bruce's hand moved to Steve's hips, holding him tight against him as he rocked his own, rubbing their 


denim-covered bulges together. 


Steve lifted his head, his eyes heated, the heavy curtain of his hair surrounding Bruce's flushed face. "Fuck.. 


lemme up." 

Bruce groaned, letting his arms fall away. "Why?" 

Steve thrust his hips against Bruce, laughing as a snarled swear came from under him. "Cause | made 
arrangements for us to use the ‘ot tub." Steve gave a final roll of his hips before pushing himself to his knees. 
"Alone." 


Bruce grinned. "So does this mean clothing is optional?" 


Steve snorted, getting to his feet and reaching down to grab Bruce's hand, pulling him up as well. "Well, I'm not 


walkin’ to it wif nofink on" 


Steve searched through the bundles the hotel had provided. Pulling several items free, he cocked his head at 


Bruce. "You comin'?" 
Bruce wiggled his eyebrows. "Not yet, but hopefully soon” 
Steve rolled his eyes and headed for the door. 


Bruce leaned back, staring at Steve as he relaxed on the opposite side of the tub. "You know Harris, this wasn't 
such a bad idea" 


"Right. Until the next fing that doesn't suit you Bruce." 


Bruce submerged himself in the water, sliding across the tub and pushing Steve's legs apart. Resting his 


elbows on Steve's thighs, Bruce ran his tongue over his chest, his fingers moving under the water and 


wrapping around Steve's cock. "So Harry, how long do you think | can hold my breath?" 
Steve smirked, cupping the back of Bruce's neck. "I fink you should find out” 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce blew it out. Steve laughed, watching as Bruce repeated the process several times, 
finally taking a long suck of air and going under the water. Steve's head tipped back, a soft groan spilling from 


his lips as Bruce's mouth closed around him. 


The bubbling water surrounding them tempered the normally volcanic heat of Bruce's mouth, the jets 
caressing Steve's skin though in no way comparable to the sucking pull on his cock, or the touch of that 
talented tongue. Small puffs of escaping air sent a tickling sensation over his groin as Bruce took him down to 
the root, his lips tight around the thick base and then sliding back up, Bruce's tongue flat along the underside 
of his cock. 


Steve's fingers caressed the back of Bruce's neck, lazy rambling patterns as he leaned his head back and closed 
his eyes, losing himself in the insistent mouth on his cock. Bruce let the last of his breath escape, noticing the 
slight increase in pressure on the back of his neck as the bubbles flitted over Steve's balls. Forgetting for a 
moment, he grinned, pulling the beginnings of another breath in through his nose. 


Steve started up with a shout as teeth scraped roughly up his shaft. Grabbing a handful of Bruce's hair, he 
yanked his head up out of the water, the anger quickly fading to concern as Bruce sputtered and choked, face 
turning red as he snorted water out his nose. "Bludi ‘ell Bruce! Wot are you finking?!" 


Bruce shook his head, holding up his hand at Steve. After a final loud snort, he took several deep breaths, 
grinning rather sheepishly. "I tried to take a breath. Sorry Harry, | didn't mean to bite you like that" 


"You can't breaf under water Bruce." Steve unclenched his fingers from Bruce's hair, cupping the back of his 


neck. "You alright?" Bruce's hand found Steve's cock, making him arch in the water. 


Fine, but drowning with your dick in my mouth would not be a good idea. Imagine the press!" Steve snorted, 
slow thrusts of his hips lifting him to meet Bruce's hand. Taking another deep breath, Bruce slipped back under 
the water, replacing his hand with his mouth. Steve sighed, sliding his hand down and dragging his fingers over 
Bruce's back. 


Bruce slipped his hand lower, running his fingers behind Steve's balls and back to his arse, dragging the tip of a 
finger over his entrance. Steve shifted on the seat, sliding forward and letting his arse hang off the edge. 
Bruce's head popped up, grinning. "Ok?" Steve nodded, grinning back. Bruce nearly dove back under, pressing the 
tip of his finger inside as he took Steve's cock back in his mouth, hoping the water would provide enough..Bruce 


groaned around Steve's cock, his own beginning to ache as Steve's arse seemed to suck his finger in. 


Steve slumped lower, his chest rising and falling faster as Bruce's finger slid in and out, his mouth keeping pace 
as it took the hard cock down to the base and then working its way back to the tip. Steve arched his back as 


another finger joined the first, curling inside him and sending lances of pleasure through his groin, radiating out 


until he was shuddering around the probing digits. Steve swore as Bruce raised his head, forgetting the other 


man's need to breathe in the haze of feelings. 


Bruce was glad of the tent that had been erected around them for privacy. Steve really did think of 


everything. And the heated water and the small fire braziers around the tent made the air warm enough to... 


"Harry, sit up on the edge." Steve pushed himself up on none too steady legs and rested his arse on the edge 


of the tub. Bruce grinned, moving closer, "Close your eyes." 


Steve snorted, shaking his head, but let his eyes fall closed. The touch of a tongue made him start, his fingers 


curling around and digging into his palms as Bruce's tongue pushed into his arse. "Bludi ‘ell Bruce..." 


Bruce let out a breath, feeling Steve shiver as it washed over his wet skin. Putting his hands under Steve's 
thighs, Bruce pressed deeper, twisting his tongue inside and drawing it back only to stab it as deep as he could, 
the low moans filling his ears as Steve spread his legs further, bending his knees and lifting them higher. His 
hands moved to cling to the sides of the tub to keep his balance, soft grunts meeting every thrust of the 


tongue as it licked and teased the channel inside him. 


Easing his tongue free, Bruce rasped it over the pucker, circling around before dipping back in, his fingers 
digging into Steve's thighs. Steve grumbled as Bruce pulled his head back, looking up at him. "Good?" Steve 
nodded, throwing his head back as Bruce moved in again, this time licking up to his balls, two fingers working 


their way back inside him as Bruce's tongue found his sac. 


Steve hissed as Bruce's lips tugged at the folds of skin, the rasp of a tongue over the underside of the base 
of his shaft forcing another sharp intake of breath. Bruce ran the tip of his tongue up the underside of 
Steve's cock, probing the slit in the head, his breath washing over the hyper sensitive skin. 


Steve's hand pressed the back of Bruce's head, urging him to take his aching cock back in his mouth, sliding his 
other hand under Bruce's jaw to feel the motions as Bruce took him deep again, lips tight as he drew back up 
the shaft to the head, his teeth gently scraping the soft flesh. Bruce's fingers increased their pace, fucking 


Steve's arse in quick jabs, twisting inside him to brush over his prostate as Bruce began to suck him hard. 


Bruce felt the cock in his mouth swell, Steve clamping down on his fingers as he arched, his hand sliding down 
to rest against the front of Bruce's throat as the initial jet of come splashed against his tongue. Throwing his 
head back, Steve swore loudly, his seed filling the greedy mouth around his cock, his arse clenching around the 
fingers that pressed against his sweet spot. Bruce swallowed quickly, feeling Steve's fingers pressed to his 
throat, his own cock throbbing as he sucked the last bit from the pulsing head into his mouth, easing his 
fingers from Steve's arse. 


Steve slid back into the water, his cock popping from Bruce's mouth as he shook his head, trying to focus. 
"Fuck Bruce." Bruce grinned, moving closer and dragging the head of his cock up Steve's thigh. Steve reached 
down, curling his fingers around the shaft. "Get up on the edge Bruce." 


Bruce's eyebrows shot up. Steve laughed as he scrambled up on the edge, looking down into the dark brown 
eyes. Steve slid off the seat, turning and kneeling in the water, slowly lowering his head and running his tongue 
over the head of Bruce's cock. Bruce groaned, his eyes fighting to close with the pleasure as Steve took him 
into his mouth, closing his lips behind the head and sucking gently as more of the shaft disappeared inside. 


Bruce fought every instinct to force Steve's head down, biting his lip as Steve's mouth moved slowly down his 
cock. Feeling it bump the back of Steve's throat Bruce froze, waiting to see it he would... 


The constriction around the head of his cock as Steve swallowed nearly made his eyes cross, the head moving 
past and into Steve's throat. Bruce forced his fist to unclench, running his fingers through Steve's hair. "Steve, 
you don't have to..." 


Steve lifted his head, leaving the tip of Bruce's cock resting against his lips. "Shut up." Bruce could only nod as 
his cock found its way back into Steve's mouth, a slow swirl of his tongue over the head and pressing it 
against the bony ridge on the roof of his mouth. Bruce felt his eyes roll back, uncontrollable rolls of his hips 
rubbing the head of his cock around in Steve's mouth. 


"Harry. Stop. I'm gonna come if you don't” A sudden squeeze of his balls was the last straw, the pleasure/pain 
spiking straight up his cock. Bruce's hips thrust up, his thighs trembling as he tugged Steve's hair, his cock 
convulsing as the seed filled Steve's mouth. Steve choked, swallowing quickly to keep from gagging on the thick 
come, giving another firm press of his fingers to force the last of the semen from the heavy sac in his hand. 
Running his tongue over the head, Steve sat back, letting the softening cock fall from his lips. 


Bruce panted, letting himself slide down into the water, leaning back and letting his wits gather themselves. 
Focusing his eyes, he gave Steve a shaky grin. "Remind me to give you a proper thank you for that.” 


Steve laughed. "You can fank me by getting yer arse up and back to the room." Moving closer, Steve rubbed 
his face on Bruce's neck, running his tongue up to his ear and pressing his lips against it. His breath sent a 
streak of lust straight down Bruce's spine, his cock already starting to harden despite the intense orgasm 


moments before. "| want to fuck you." 

‘Its cold Harry!" 

"| know it's cold Bruce!" 

Swearing loudly, Bruce grabbed one of the sleeping bags and spread it out on the bed. Unzipping the side, he 
climbed in and pulled the zipper back up, glaring at the snickering man next to the bed. "I'm going to have 


frostbite on my dick!" 


Oh bludi ‘ell Bruce you will not" Steve's laugh got louder as Bruce's head disappeared into the bag, a litany of 
curses floating out. A hand emerged, then ducked back in, followed by a repeat with the other hand. Steve 


snorted; trying to keep from really laughing as a shirt suddenly flew from the opening. Bruce's head popped 
back out, his hair disheveled. 


Find this funny do you?" Bruce glared at Steve, ready to duck back inside. Steve lost control, dropping on the 
side of the bed. 


"Bruce. Get out of it” 

Bruce snorted. "Not bloody likely!" 

"If you get out we can put ‘em together" 

"Oh" Bruce grinned, trying to wiggle his way out of the folds of the bag. 


"Unzip it you git." Steve unzipped the bag, grabbing the other and zipping them together as Bruce stood by the 
bed, rubbing his chest and arms. 


"Hurry up Harry, I'm freezing!" 
Steve grinned. "Don't worry, | fink | can warm you up in a ‘urry." 


Bruce snorted, stripping off and nearly knocking Steve off the bed in his hurry to climb back into the warmth 


of the heavily insulated cloth. "Then get your arse in here Harris." 


Steve shook his head. ""Orny bastard." Undressing nearly as fast as Bruce had, Steve shivered, grabbing the 
edge of the bag and trying to pull it back "Bludi ‘ell Bruce let go!” 


Bruce shook his head. "A bit cold Steve?" 


Steve snarled, yanking harder on the fabric. "I tell you wot Dickinson, if you don't let go of this bleedin’ bag the 
only fing I'm puttin’ up yer arse is me foot!" 


Bruce stared pointedly at Steve's crotch. "Well Harry, all | can say is right now | might have to say that's a 
good thing." 


Steve rolled his eyes. “Bruce. Let go or so ‘elp me...” 
Bruce suddenly released his hold, Steve nearly falling over as he gave another hard tug. Still glaring, Steve 
slipped in beside him, immediately sticking his cold feet between Bruce's calves. "Not a word mate, or so ‘elp 


me l'm getting’ the cock ring." 


Bruce rolled his eyes. "Right, like you're gonna get back out to go find it. Bruce yelped as a chilled hand wrapped 
around his cock. "Bloody hell Harry! Could you have warmed it a bit first?" 


Steve grinned. "Wot do you fink lm doin'?" 


Bruce placed his hands on Steve's chest, capturing his nipples between his fingers and rolling them slowly. "l 
fink Harry, that we should find a way to get out of these bags and under those furs so | can suck you." 


Steve lightly pinched the head of Bruce's cock. "I fink we should but so | can fuck you." 


Bruce's hips pushed forward, seeking more contact with those rough fingers teasing his cock. "Then on the 
count of three?" 


Steve didn't wait, releasing Bruce's cock and unzipping the bag and throwing it back. Bruce yelped, grabbing for 
several of the furs and pulling them over his body, swearing loudly as Steve stood and grabbed the edge of 
the sleeping bags. "Bloody hell Harris wait!" 


Steve shook his head. "Move or I'm rollin’ yer arse right off!" 


Bruce scrambled to the edge of the bed, jumping from foot to foot as he shivered, watching. Steve pulled most 
of the furs to the side and shook the bags out over the rest, rolling his eyes as Bruce dove back on the bed 
and burrowed under the pile of skins. "For fuck's sake Bruce, you got enuff fur on yer arse to keep you 


warm." 

Bruce's head shot out of the pile. "Doesn't seem like it bothers you when you're balls deep in it Harris." 

Steve lifted an edge and slid in beside Bruce. "Is there anyfing you won't complain about?" 

Bruce wiggled closer, propping himself up on his elbow and leering. "Yes, but you're taking too long to get to it" 


Steve pushed Bruce onto his back, leaning over him. "You talk too much Dickinson" Bruce wrapped his arm 
around Steve's neck, pulling his head down and running his tongue over his lips. Steve's hand ran down Bruce's 
chest, his fingers brushing Bruce's cock before cupping his balls, rolling them around in his palm as his mouth 


opened, his tongue pushing into Bruce's mouth. 


Bruce groaned, digging his fingers into Steve's back and pulling him on top, opening his legs as Steve settled 
between, tongues tasting each others mouths as they rubbed their stiff cocks together. Bruce twisted his 
mouth away with a gasp. "Fuck this Harry." Placing his hand on Steve's chest, Bruce rolled him over. 


Sliding his hand across the inside of Steve's thigh, Bruce's fingers grasped and pulled at the soft skin of Steve's 
sac, his hand grazing the hard cock above. Bruce squeezed and fondled Steve's balls, rolling them from one 
finger to another as they swung from side to side in his palm, massaging them firmly, Steve groaning and 
pushing to meet the questing hand. 


Bruce's hand moved up and began to stroke Steve's aching cock, the head growing wet as precum oozed from 


the tip, spreading it down the shaft. Rubbing his fingers over the head, Bruce spread the wetness over the 
thatch of hair at the base of Steve's cock and down onto his balls, drawing a hiss from the dark haired man, 
his hands gripping the skins around them. Bruce's index finger grazed the slit in the tip of Steve's cock, making 
him shudder at the contact with the sensitive skin, "Fuck." Bruce grinned, looking at Steve, a thin sheen of 
sweat breaking out on his face. 


Bruce's hand cupped Steve's balls, his other wrapping around the shaft and beginning to slide up and down, 
squeezing and stroking, the precum now leaking heavily from the tip and running down over the head of Steve's 


cock. Dropping his head, Bruce swept his tongue over the glistening flesh. 


Steve gasped, his hips arching as Bruce's tongue slid down to his balls, tasting and sucking, taking one in his 
mouth, then the other, pulling at them with his lips. Steve's cock stiffened even more in his hand, a steady 
stream of moans filling his ears as Steve's hand found his head, his fingers digging into Bruce's hair. With a 
twist of his tongue, Bruce suddenly sucked both balls into his mouth, rocking his head while his tongue danced 
over the skin Steve ground his teeth, his eyes screwed shut, his body writhing under Bruce. 


Bruce pulled back, sliding his hands under Steve's arse. With a sudden move, he engulfed Steve's cock, the head 
collided with the roof of his mouth as his tongue swirled beneath it. Pulling back, he began to kiss it first with 
his lips, then with his tongue, sliding across the veiny surface, licking the precum up and instead leaving trails 
of saliva over the skin. Sealing his lips just beneath the dripping head, Bruce pulled upwards, the suction causing 
Steve to arch his hips and groan in tortured pleasure. Bruce eased back, sucking more gently as his mouth 
began to slide up and down Steve's shaft, his fingers teasing down behind Steve's balls and finding his hole. 
Carefully, Bruce eased a finger inside him, stopping with it halfway in and twisting around. 


Steve tugged urgently at Bruce's hair. "Fuck, stop Bruce or yer gonna fuckin ‘ave me comin" 


Bruce lifted his head, giving the top of Steve's cock a last kiss. Sliding his finger slowly out of Steve's arse, he 


crawled up over him, letting his cock drag over Steve's. "Then fuck me." 


Steve grabbed Bruce's shoulders and rolled him onto his back, kissing him hard, his mouth working down 
Bruce's body, stopping to nip and suck the hard nipples, giving Bruce no time to catch even a breath before 
stabbing his tongue into the hollow of his navel, licking his way down to the dripping head of Bruce's cock. 


Steve plunged his mouth onto Bruce's cock, swallowing him as deep as he could, the ridges of it rubbing over 

his tongue as he drew back up the shaft. Bruce squealed, his hips rolling up as Steve's tongue swirled around 

the head, lapping up the precum before taking him deeper. Bruce began to pump his hips, his cock swelling and 
pushing against the back of Steve's mouth, groaning and twisting as Steve swallowed around the head, his 


fingers teasing over his balls. 


Bruce swore, lifting his head and glaring down at Steve as he released the throbbing rod from his mouth. 
Steve grinned, licking around the head of Bruce's cock, circling it in slow loops. "Lie back." Bruce dropped back on 


the bed, closing his eyes. 


Bruce groaned again as Steve dragged his fingers over the head of his cock, reaching down and spreading the 
wetness over his hole. He carefully pushed a finger inside, dropping his head and flicking his tongue over the 
entrance to add more lube, gently sliding it in and out. Bruce sighed, drawing his knees up toward his chest, 
hissing as a second finger joined the first. Bruce began rocking his hips, trying to capture more of Steve's 
fingers, his back bending into an arc as Steve's fingers brushed his prostate. 


"Harry! Fuck. Me. Now." 


Steve grinned, pulling his fingers out and getting up on his knees. "All you ‘ad to do was ask Bruce." Bruce 
closed his eyes, groaning as he felt the spongy wetness of Steve's cockhead slide up and down his crack, finally 
stopping at his hole. Bruce pushed against him, catching him off guard, forcing the head of Steve's cock inside 
him. Steve gasped, surprised at how easily it slipped inside, the sudden heat and tightness sending an instinctive 
need to bury himself in that soft tunnel. Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve's hips, grinning up at him. 


"Now, fuck me." 


Steve nodded, sinking his cock into Bruce and circling his hips, stirring it around inside him. Bruce cried out, his 
hands reaching up and grasping Steve's forearms as he leaned over and braced his hands on either side of 
Bruce's shoulders. Steve began to thrust, shoving his cock all the way into Bruce's arse until his balls slapped 
against him, pulling out to leave just the head inside before thrusting forward again. 


Bruce's legs tightened around Steve, his hips rising up to meet the downward motion of Steve's, the tight walls 
gripping and pulling the velvet skin of the swiftly moving cock inside him. Steve pounded into Bruce, his balls 
slapping against him, Bruce moaning loudly with every deep stab. 


Steve's breathing grew heavier, his cock thrusting as his balls drew up, the smooth strokes becoming rougher 
as he fought for control. Bruce's cock was pinned between them, the hair on their stomachs sticky with 
precum, the friction making him fight to keep from coming before Steve. Changing his angle, Steve's cock began 
stroking Bruce's prostate, causing his cock to throb and twitch. 


‘lm going to cum Harry." Steve didn't acknowledge the words spoken from between clenched teeth, he simply 
groaned, and with a last brutal thrust drove his cock as far into Bruce as he could. Bruce felt the stream of 
hot come splatter inside him, sending him over the edge, his cock exploding between them, sending jets of come 
shooting up onto his neck and chest. Steve threw his head back, shouting as he emptied himself into Bruce, 
filling the tight confines of his arse with his seed. With a final shudder, Steve sagged down onto Bruce, barely 
aware of fingers stroking his hair back over his shoulder while both men gulped air into their lungs, their 
hearts pounding so hard they could feel each other's throbbing between their chests. 


Steve eased back, his softening cock leaving Bruce's arse, rolling over and lying on his back. Except for the 
sound of their rapid breathing, the room was still until with a groan, Steve rolled onto his side, holding his hair 
back and licking the long ropes of come off of Bruce's chest and stomach, ending with a soft suck on the head 


of his cock 


Bruce shuddered, managing a weak smile as Steve moved back up beside him. "Two days?" 


Steve nodded, giving Bruce's shoulder a light push. Bruce turned onto his side, sighing as Steve tucked in against 
his back. "Right. Well, free kind of, two nights to kip and leave in the morning to catch up wif the rest." 


Bruce yawned. "Wonder if anyone has ever melted the bed?" 
Steve snorted. "Shut up Bruce." 


Davey looked up as Steve and Bruce entered the dressing room, both looking a little haggard. "Blimey mates, 
look like you had a rough time of it” 


Bruce snorted, dropping into a chair and sighing. "I will never again take comfort for granted. Some things are 


just not meant to be slept or sat on" 
Nicko scratched his head. "Like wot Bruce?" 


"Ice." Bruce rolled his eyes at Steve. "And if you ever decide to talk to that guy again Harris, tell him meet us 


someplace warm." 

Steve's eyes narrowed. "Next time maybe I'll take someone else then 

"How did the interview go?" Davey sat forward, blinking his eyes slowly. 

"Yeah, how did it go?" Adrian crossed his arms, grinning. 

Steve shrugged. "Didn't. Turned out 'e was an arse so we told ‘im fuck off" 

Nicko brushed an imaginary speck of dirt off his arm. "Really?" 

Bruce tilted his head. "Yes, really.’ 

Janick coughed, trying to keep the smile off his face. "He seemed quite nice to me." 
Steve spun round from the table, nearly spilling the coffee he had just poured. " Wof" 
"Nice. Very nice." Janick looked around. "Didn't everyone think so?" 

The color began creeping up Steve's neck. "Wot are you talkin’ about?" 


Davey stood, walking over and throwing his arm around Steve's shoulders. "He was here." 


Bruce and Steve turned panicked eyes on each other. "What do you mean he was here?" 


Adrian scratched his chin. "Showed up last night at the hotel. Said he had tried to schedule but Harry told him 
that there was no time, so he thought he'd pop in on a night off. He was very disappointed to miss you both." 


Davey nodded. "Said to give him a ring when you got back." Tightening his arm, Davey cocked an eyebrow at 


Steve. "Course, the big question is, where were you?" 
‘Ice fishin." Steve ducked away, turning his back on the disbelieving snorts. 


Nicko's booming laugh made Steve and Bruce wince, knowing no good would come from whatever comment he 


was about to make. "Well mates, not sure if we wanna know whose pole you were holdin.” 
Adrian joined in the laughter. "Or who brought the worm!" 
"I hope it was a big one you caught!" Davey backed up, laughing as Steve glared at him. 


"Hey Harry, did you eat what you caught or toss it back cause it was too small?" Janick ducked behind Nicko 
as Bruce jumped to his feet. The laughter petered out as Bruce stalked from the room. 


Steve sighed, setting his cup down and placing his hands on his hips, surveying the four. "Arseholes. Bludi 
arseholes." Heading for the door to find Bruce, Steve turned back and gave them a wink. "An' just so you know, 


we ‘ad our own poles, we didn't use worms, it was big enuff and waste not, want not, Jan" 


Laughing at the chorus of groans and several complaints of too much information, Steve left the room, pulling 


the door shut behind him. 


